SUN YAT SEN AND THE CHINESE REPUBLIC

school, to whose passivity and patience he added
his supreme courage. He knew these to be the
only methods that would succeed, for he, in sup-
port, was weak, his adversary strong. Sun was
clever and agile; the imperial colossus was stupid
and over-muscled. Sun was clear-headed; the
Manchu giant saw dimly the smaller things be-
fore him. Sun shifted his defense as swiftly and
easily as the flight of the eagle; things trembled
with his enemy's slightest movement. At first it
seemed like a fly fighting an elephant; but just
as the drop of water opens up the way for the
deluge, so Sun wrestled along in the farthest
shadow of the colossal bulk of his imperial enemy,
pounding into the huge carcass whatever he could
of destruction, now advancing, now retreating;
getting nearer and nearer for that eventual
master-blow that was to make the Lilliputian the
master of the giant. It was a terrific struggle
for thirty years, with the odds so unequal that
any one who does not know Sun personally might
wonder how it could have ever happened.

For simple as the old jiu-jitsu instructions are,
the wrestling method does not work out in
practice as announced in theory, unless there is a
mental and physical superiority on the one side
not possessed by the other. In Sun's case the
superiority consisted in being a genius.
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